96                         Sonettes,

Thou knewfle full well,
redres is hard to fynde,
Whan in thy owne
affayres, thy corage faynts.
But fynce me is

gon, bewaile thy grief no moore
Synce thou thy felfe,
wart Caufer of the Soore.

C Oculi augent dolorem.
Out of fyght, out of mynd.

fHe oftener fene, the more I luft,
The more I luft, the more I fmart
The more I fmart, the. more I trufl,
The more I truft, the heauyer hart,
The heuy hart, breedes myne vnreft,
Thy abfence therfore, lyke I befl.

The rarer fene, the leffe in mynde,
The leffe in mynde, the leffer payne,
The leffer payne, leffe gryefe I fynd,
The leffer gryefe, the greater gayne,
The greater gayne, the meryer .1,
Therfore I wyfh thy fyght to flye.

The further of, the more I ioye.
The more I ioye, the happyer lyfe,
The happyer lyfe, leffe hurts annoye
The leffer hurts, pleafure rnofl ryfe,
Suche pleafiires ryfe, fhall I obtayne
When Diilaunce doth depart vs twaine.

C Finis.